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PROSPECTUS OF THE WASHINGTON
AMERICAN.

We can hardly think it necessary to urge
upon those who hold that Americans ought to
rule America, the importance of having a paper
at the scat of the Federal Government, which
shall enunciate and advocate the doctrines of
the American party.
A paper issued from any of the great centres

of a nation, but especially from the political
Metropolis, in the present age, not in this
oountry only, but in Great Britain, France, and
whereverdhere is the least freedom of discussion,is a medium though which those holdingsimilar sentiments in regard to public affairsand public policy, may make known, discussand defend their views, and expose the
impropriety of the principles, and the impolicy
of the measures of their antagonists. It should
earnestly labor to give a proper direction to

public opinion by enlightening the public
mind.
The American is the only paper published

At the seat of the Federal Government which
advocates American doctrines; the only sentinelof the party stationed where a near and
dear view can be had of the movements and
doings of their opponents at their headquarters.
Here political information concentrates, and
from hence it radiates to every part of the empire; here party measures and movements are

determined, and political campaigns planned;
here stratagems are concocted and thwarted,
and here at certain seasons of the year politiciansmost do congregate; here, in short, is
the centre of the great political maelstrom in
which so many thousands are constantly plungingand forever gyrating.

If the American party is desirous of being a

national party, it should not be without a

paper here through which it can make known
to all people its viewa, aims and opinions, and
which shall also reAite the calumnies that are

from time to time uttered against it through
IgiH-M&llLC ui UJktuoauio uivu»o , »MU n-c,

therefore, take hope that the American, stand-
ing, aa it will stand, upon the platform of the
American party, advocating, as it «ill advocate,the paramount rights of native-bom citizens,eschewing, as it will eschew, all interferencewith slavery as a national concern, and
maintaining, as it will maintain, perfect freedomof opinion and of conscience in religion,
will find favor in the eyes of all truly patriotic
citizens in the land, and commend itself to their
generous support

Lest we may not have been specific enough
In declaring our principles, we add, that the
Farewell Address of the Father of his country,as illustrated by the broad light of his administration,is our political text-book and vade
mecum ; and shall be our compass and chart

PLATf'OKM
0/ tie Ameriean Party, adopted at the ..ion of U.

Actional CovneiL, Jam 3, 1857.
1st. An humble acknowledgment to the SupremeBeing, for His protecting care vouchsafed

to our fathers hi their successful Revolutionary
tlniggle, and hitherto manifested to us, their deooenibuiu,in the preservation of the liberties, the
independence, and the union of these State*.

id. The perpetuation of the Federal Union, as
tie palladium of our civil and religious liberties,
and tie only sore bulwark of American Indepen-
Ima

Id. Am.icon* mutt rule Am.tea, and to this
end MPive-bora citisens should be selected for all
State, Federal, and municipal offloes or governinet employment, in preference te all others:
av, rtheleas,
I tn. Persons born of American parents residing

temporarily abroad, should be entitled to all the
righta of native-born citisens ; but

5th. No person should be selected for politicalstall m, ^ whether of native or foreign birth,) who
recogiusoa any allegiance or obligation of any descriptionto any foreign prince, potentate or power,
or who refuses to reougnlse the Federal and Bute
constitutions ( each within iU sphere) ss paramount
to all ether laws, as rnles of political action.

Ath. The unqualified recognition and mslntenanocof the reserved rights of the severs! Sutes,
sod the cultivation of harmony and fraternal good
will, between the citisens of the several Sutes, and
to this end, non-Interference by Oongress with
qiestions appertaining solely to the individual
. utea, and non-intervention by each Bute with
the ailairs of any other StaU.

7 th. The recognition of the i ghtot the nativehornand naturalised citisens of the Unitedr8utcs,
permanently residing in any Territory thereof, to
frame their constitution and laws, and to r gulate
their domestic and social aflaira in their own mode,
subject only to the provisions of the Federal Con-,
.ilution, with the privilege of admission into the
Union Witenever Ihey have the requisite popuia-1
Mon for one Representative lu Oongress. Provided jofwnm, that none hat those who are citisens of |the United (bates, under the constitution an 4 laws i
llioieof, and who have a fixed residence in any
such Territory, ought to participate in the formationof the constitution, or in the enactment 6f'
laws for said Territory or Bute.

Bth. An enforcement of the principle that no
Mate or Territory ought to admit others than citisenaof the United States to the right of auffVage,
or of holding political office.

9th. A change in the laws of natcrafisatlor.
Baking s continued rea:denoe of twenty-one years,
of sH not hereinbefore provided foi, ,n indispensablerequisite fur citisenship hereetto'r, and excludingall paupa and persona cooricied of crime,
trim landing upon orr shores; but no inUrference
with the vested righ's ef foreigners. j.

10th. Opposition to a:ay onion between Ohnrch.
nd State; no intvr.erenoo with religious faith, or*
w , ship, and no test rsths for office. I

J 11th. Free and thorough Investigation into anyl' and all alleged abnaes of public functionaries, and |
r atrct economy in public expenditures.

ft
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DEVOTED '

') 2ln. The maintenance and enforcement of ail
la * * coniui u tonally enacted, until aaid laws shall
i c repealed, or shall be declared null und void by*
omnipotent judicial authority.

} xth. A free mid open diacuaaion of all political
principle* embraced in our platform.

OLD DOBBIN.
v HANNAH MORI.

Here's a song for old Dobbin, whose temper and
worth

Are too rare to be spurned on the score of his.b'rth.
He's a creature of trust, and what more should we

heed ? ,
'Tis deeds and not blood make the man and the

steed.

He was bred in the forest, and trained on the plain,
Where the thistle has clung to his fetlock and mane.
All ugly and rough, not a soul could espy
The spark of good humor that dwelt in his eye.
The summer had waned, and the autnmn months

rolled ^

Into those of stern winter, all dreary and cold ;
But the north wind might whistle, the snow Bake

might dance,
The colt of the common was left*to his chance.

Half starred and half frozen, the hail storm would
pelt,

Till his shivering limbs told the pangs that he felt;
But we pitied the brute, and, though laughed at by

all,
We filled him a manger and gave him a stall.

He was fond as a spaniel, and soon he became
The pride of the herd-boy, the pet of the dame.
You may judge of his fume, when his price was a

crown;
But we christened him' Dobbin, and called him our

own.

He grew out of colthood, and, lo I what a change 1
The knowing ones s >id it is mortally strange;
For the foal of the forest, the colt of the waste,
Attracted the notice ofjockeys of taste.

The line of his symmetry was not exact;
But 1 is paces were clever, his mould was compact;
And his shaggy thick coat now appeared with a

gloss,
Shining out like the gold that's been purged of its

dross.

We broke him for service, and tamely he wore
Girth and rein, seeming proud of the thraldom he

bore;
Every farm had a steed for all work and all hours,
And Dobbin, th*e sturdy bay pony, was ours.

He carried his master to barter his grain,
And ever returned with him sately again :
There was merit in that, for, deny it who may,
When the master could not, Dobbin could find his

way. a

The dairy-maid ventured her eggs on his back :
'Twos him, and him only, she'd trust with the pack.
The team horses j lted, ths roadster played pranks,
So Dobbin alone had her faith and her thanks.

We fun-loving urchins would group by his sidu;
We migbt feailessly mount him, aud daringly r de;
We might creep through bis legs, we might plait his

lontr tail:
But his temper and patience were ne'er known to

fail.

We would brush his bright hide till it was free from
a speck ;

We kiss d his brow muzzle, and hugged bis thick
neck,

Oh I we prized him like life, and a heart-breaking
sob

Erer burst when they threatened to sell our dear
Dub.

He stood to the collar, and tugged up the bill,
With the pigs to the market, the grist to the mill;
With saddle or halter, in shaft or in trace,
He was stanch to bis work, and content with his

place.
When the hot snn was crowning the toil of the year,
He was sent to the reapers with ale and good cheer;
And none in the corn-fields more welcome was seen
Than Dob and his well-laden panniers, I ween.

Oh I those days of pure bliss shall I ever forget,
When we decked out his head with the azure rosette;
All frantic with Joy to be off to the fair,
With Dobbin, good Dobbin to carry us there I

He was dear to us all, ay, fur miny long years ;
But mercy I bow's this t my eye's filling with tears,
Oh I bow cruelly sweet are the echoes that start
When memory plays an old tune on the heart

There are drops on my cheek, there's a throb in my
breast,

But my song shall not cease, nor my pen take its
rest

Till I tell that o'd Dobbin still lires to be seen,
With his oats in the stable, his tares on the green.

His best years hare gone by, and the master who
gare

The stern yoke to his youth has enfranchised the
slave,

So brouse on, my old Dobbin, nor dream ofthe knife.
For the wealth of a king should not purchase thy

life.

Horace Greely, it is well known, has taken
to farming. Last year, when in Massachusetts
attending tho poultry show, he bought half a

dozen- pure Cochin China eggs at $6 a dozen,
which produced him six ugly ducks. An ediA* kf-J- 1 * 1 -*!11
lur irum mnmr, ouwcm, iareu Bull wursr.

He bought half a dozen eggs of "anew variety,"which the dealer assured him would produce"very rare birds." So thoy did, for they
were put under the very best hen, and in due
time came out."what do you think!"

" I could not guess," said his friend,." what
were they ?"

" I/and TurtU*, and what was worse, as

soon as they were hatched, they seized upon
the old hen, and such a squalling never v as

heard in any other hen's nest

Ascikst History.." George Smith do you
recollect the story of David and Goliah 1"

" Yes, Sir; David was a tavern-keeper, aDd
Goliah was an intemperate man."

" Who told you that?"
" Nobody. I read it, and it said that David

fixed a sling for Goliah, and Goiiah got slewed
with it

" Sambo, why am a locomotive ingine like a

bed bug."
"I gib dat up, Mr. Dixon, 'for you ax it"
" Bekaso it runs on sleepers."
Hoads of families must learn that the place

on earth best adapted to be a blessing is home;
and by example and wholesale restraint they
must teach this truth to all under them.

In matters of conscience, first thoughts are

best; in matters of prudeuoe, last thoughts are

best

i
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THEOLD MAN DREAMS. I
1

BY O. W. HOLMES.
(

O for one hour of youthful joy I
Give back my twentieth spring 1 ,

I'd rather laugh a bright-haired boy ^Than reign a grey-haired king I
I

Offwith the wrinkled annila of ual 1

Away with learning's crown 1
Tear out life's wisdom-written page,
And dash its trophies down I

One moment let my life-blond stream
From boyhood's fount of flame 1

Give me one giddy, reeling dream
Of live all lore and famel

My listening angel heard the prayer,
And calmly smiling, said,

" If I bat touch tby silvered hair,
Thy hasty wish has sped.

" But is there nothing in thy track
To bid thee fondly stay,

While the swift seasons hurry back,
To find the wished for day?"

Ah 1 truest soul of woman kind!
Without thee, what were life ?

One bliss I cannot leave behind,
I'll take.my.precious.wife f

The angel took a sapphire pen
And wrote in rainbow dew,

" The man would be a boy again,
And be a husband too!"

" And is there nothing yet unsaid
Before the changu appears?

Remember, all their gifts have fled
With those dissolving years!"

Why, yes: for memory would recall
My fond paternal joys:

I could not bear to leave them all;
I'll take.my.girl.and.boys

The smiling angel dropped his pen,
" Why this will never do;

The man would be a boy again,
And be a father too 1"

And so I laughed.my laughter woke
The household with its noise.

And wrote my dream when morning broke,
To please the gray-haired boys.

MISCELLANEOUS.
THE RUINED POTTER.

James Fielding was the son of a potter, and
bred up to his father's frade. He married
young.long before he could keep a wife.and
with both his parents' consent, or rather with
their forgiveness, as they could not help themselves.For, as they said it war very natural'
an' he might ha' done worse: 'twar, to be
sure, the first time, an' beliko he wouldn't do
it agen. And so they cordially shook hands
with him, and pledged the pretty bride in a

flagon of Burton, and were both present at the
first child's christening. But the cholera
came soon afterwards, and took off the old man
and his wife. This was the opening scene of
James Fielding's sufferings.want.pestilence
.and death. His wife >-nd himself, wcrescon
afterwards both seized with the disorder, and
though they recovered slowly, it was only to
find their father and mother, and first child
removed from their once comfortable home to
the churchyard, and they themselves with
feeble bodies and accumulated debts, which
had run on wildly during sickness. First
James was put into jail for the doctor's bill,
and then tho landlord distrained for rent, and
turned them on the world: and so they were

ruined.
To be in prison, never serves a man; he

gets a habit of shifting and shuffling, and leaning,and talking and idling; he has the short
hand in the pocket walk, and the hang-down
look of a jail companion : he is never a man

again. James Fielding came out of Stafford
jail, a changed character; more clever and less
capable of work.daintier, but not so refined.
prouder but not more honorab'e: the edge
was taken from the mind and given to the appetites; nevertheless he was a fond father, for
he shortly became one again, and a loving
husband to a wife who doatcd on him. But a

thoroughly fallen man seldom rights himself,
and bankruptcy is a break up for life in the
constitution of successful industry. James
Fielding labored, but his toil was thriftless; he
found friends, but, one way or other, he let in
everybody who had anything to do with him.
By degrees, he got, as was natural, a very bad
character, and as is generally the case under
such cii cuinstances, without altogether deservingit. He was an unfortunate, but not an

evil man ; and we all know how falling bodies
I !_ iL J A.

(juiCKCii ill uicir umtMiu/

Still, he was a man born to suffer, and earn

his bread by the 8*?at of his brow. Men of all 1

countries, station, and fortunes, labor.from c

the serf to the lord.and Fielding's destiny 5
was only that of his sex. But th'e gentle, I
pretty girl, whom he had taken from her *

father's home to comfort and cherish, to keep «

his fireside clean, and to nurse his little ones t
around him,.her lot was not cast by God for f
labor, for toil, for moil, and anguish ; yet, who a

can tell what arrows ofgiief pierced that wo- ti
man's heart during her twelve years apprcn- J
ticcship to wifedom I Who shall describe the d
womanly miseries, alas, too common in Eng- F
land! of her daily shifts and struggles, her h

pigmy guant looks, her threadbare clothes insufiieientto protect her from the winter woath s

or, her hard day-labor, her sharp endurance of g
her children's hunger, and forgetfolness of her n

own: her long sad catalogue of distresses, e

compared with which the pains of childbirth d
and even the death of the child at the breast, ti
are nothing, being feminine sufferings. n

This poor woe begone mother stood before tl
good curate Godfrey, one of a noiseless way- A

faring body of christian men who make a lit- n

tie stir beyond their own parish, but are there "

constantly felt and heard of; the true disciples
of the Father of the poor, the world's first F
teacher of charity. <

" He be goin' fast, indeed ho be," said Msry ©

Fielding, speaking of the potter, who had been a
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lown some weeks in a low fever. " Tia hard
:o lose the lather of one's child'en. I could ha
K»rne any stroke but this'n. Everywhere is i

churchyard now.the life is dug out of me."
" Do not murmur, but think of the past 1

einember christening some of those children,
when he and you were full of health and joy.
In this journey of life, Mary, there is no hill
without its hollow. Your neighbor, Susan
i season, wui not nave to mourn uie loss or a

tusband, for she has never known the love and
protection of one; and when Bhe goes, she will
lot leave orphans to grieve for her. But, for
ill that, Susan is very lonely and destitute, and
lays nobody cares for her."
" Mayhap; but Susan Jackson can't be Borry

or what she never had; and poor folk didn't
>ught to be fanciful. 'Tis me, sir, partiu' wi'
ny husband, that should fret"
"But you should remember, Mary, that

vhen James and you were married, it was on

he condition you were to part one day. We
nust not forget the ninety-nine favors because
he hundreth is not granted. The Lord gave,
ind the Lord taketh away."
" Oh, sir, 'tis beautiful to hear ye talk; you

ilway say summut so comfortin' feelin,' an'
lensible like. One is ashamed to grumble
ifore you, 'tis so selfish and ill-natured."
" But how are the little one's Mary ?"
" I can't say much for 'em, sir: they be but

>oorly."
" They have had some food to-day I hope ?"
"'Tis early yet, sir." It was past mid-day.

' But indeed they hante well."
"Did they eat anything last night before

ying down I1"
" Baby had a sup o' gruel out o' James' cup,

>ut Billy an' Jacky, an' t'other ent had noth«g-"
" And you?"
"Oh, sir, God be praised, I am used to it.

Pen years is a long 'prentisage. 'Tis 6uprisin'
tow the famine feeds itself An' then, the
hildren's cries, an' him a dyin' diives the
hought away from me. I ant got the hard
tomach o' hunger, sir; 'tis unfeelin' in a

nothcr."
No wonder she did not feel the gnawings of

rant; she had passed her being into other exstences;she had lost her indenlity in the wife
ind the mother.
" Well, well, we must do something for the

:hi dren, Mary."
"Oh, sir, 1 did na come for that. What I

vants is work. You ha' corned atween us an'
leath, many's a time. But indeed, what I am
lere for, is, afore Jcames goes I wish he could
lee you, sir, an' talk wi' you a bit His mind
>e strange and uncomfortable like, about reigion."
" I thought him a believer, Mary."
"Mayhap he be; but men tell their wives

vhat, iftheyjcould, they would hide from God,
in,' I ha' hecrd him say awful things; he war

ilways so courageous like. Ilowsomedcver,
lis hour be come, an' he ha' loSed his darin,'
in' he believes jist like a child. I thought ii
le could o'ny see you, sir."
" Mr. Godfrv rane the bell. An aired but

lotable servant woman came." /
" Maitha, bring Mrs. Fielding a little warm

iread and milk."
" Oh, no, no, sir I 'Tig only my way, what

rou see in my face, I war alway' palish like.
eastways this many a day."
Martha, who had promptly obeyed her maser,rctured in a few minutes with a basin.
" There, take that gently, Mary, it will warm

*ou."
"Will you forgive me sir? Indeed I canioLIt 'ud choke me. , The child'en.the

ioor hungry child'en, sir!"
" They shall be thought of." Mr. Godfrey

eft the room, returning shortly after with his
ong surtout buttoned closely up, and a small
>arce' in his hand.
"This contains a loaf, Mary.and something

ilse.you know what to do with it. Let me

lave the tjeket when I call, which will be in
he course of the evening. Leave me now."
" The comforted mother looked on Heaven's

ninister and then up to heaven, and passed
toislessly through the small door, with faith,
tope, and maternal love.the three strongest
julses of the heart.to support her. She had
he only full and perfect h sson of religion.
:harity. But she did not know, until she got
o the pawnshop, that the poor curate had taken
lis only waistcoat from liis back to feed her
children. Then, indeed, tho tide of religion
:ame strong upon her. So true it is, that ona

ict of kindness is worth a volume of sermons

n converting people. The curate's vast was a

isptismal robe to the unregenerated spirit o(
Hary Fielding, the free-thinking potter's wife.

It was on an evening in the middle of June
hat Mr. Godfrey passed along to the potter's
ottage. There had been some smart refresh

ngshowers during the day, and tlje gra«s was

tealthily green, and the flowers were vigorous
,nd balmy, and here and there was the restless
incasy chirp in the tree or hedge, of the young
>lrd in its nest The sheep were settling down
br the night in the rmadows; and the cows,
ftcr the milking, were scattered over the disantpasturages. At intervals there was an unokodhorse ixultingin abundance and freclom.The poor saluted Mr. Godfrey as hi
mssed, and the rich cordially greeted him, for
ie was universally beloved.
" All God's works are beautiful and happy,"

aid ho to himself, as he wound among the
rccn lanes, and gaxed upon the broad benigiantsky. "Man alone makes the worW misrable.I cannot think the design of Provienccwas to make the chief of a joyous croaionwretched: there must be some key to hulanfelicity. The departing sun shines on

hese dingy cottages, and the few straggling
owers bloom cheerfully, and cast their sweateesabroad on the air. Outside is God's
rork; within, is man's."
And the curate entered the cabin of James

'ielding the potter.
There had evident'y been prepartions to reoivehim. The clay floor was newly sprinkled

nd swept, and the few articles of crockery and
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china, nearly all vnisshappen, or otherwise do
fective, were as clem as the pebbles in river

\ The children's faces, hands and feet.for thej
had no shoes.were all fresh from the washing'
basin, and their hair was sleekly combed across

, their foreheads. There was evident poverty,
but an equally evident wish to conceal it Nol
a vestige of furniture or ornament was in the
room beyond the few articles of earthenware

r mentioned; all the rest, to the three legged
stool for the baby had either been sold or

burned for fuel. There were three or four
hassocks ofhay forseats, but these, too, had been
preyed on for fuel, and ran out at the sides;
and there were some layers of chipped dried
up straw, as a bed in the corner. On this was
stretched the dying man. The eldest boy ran
to borrow a chair as Mr. Godfrey entered, and
the thrifty housewife had just drawn the old
rags from the three lower panes of the glassies®
and only window in the hovel, to let the sun
and air in. This was the abode of an Englishmanin the heart of England.
The patient had been propped up somewhat

on his straw, and a neighbor had shaved him
and lent him a shirt, which though old, was

clean. So, what with well-washed skin and
combed hair, and a cup of refreshing tea, he
was prepared to receive the curate's visit in
something of a decent and christian manner..
One of the boys was in or rather on, the bed.
for there was no covering.from sheer nakedness.He partly nestled in the straw and was

partly concealed by the rags taken from the
window; he was contented and happy, for he
had the blessing of a full" meal" a rarity in the
hut of the dying potter.
The curate took the chair borrowed for him,

placed it by th« bedside, and leaned towards
the sick man.

" Well James, how do you fpcl now ?"
"Better, sir, thank you, but still weakly..

God will bless you for what you ha' done. 'Tis
many a long day sin' I could prove my gratificationto anybody."

"Never mind that. The searcher of all
hearts knows your intentions, James."
"Ye.true! But d'ye think God heeds a

poor critter like me ?
" Undoubtedly. Our father."
"Ah! Good.good. But I never found a

true friend but Him and yourself, sir.they all
forsook and misbelied me. I never was as bad
as people made me; He knows that, and the
children. One's hearth, is a fair assize."

" True, a fond husband and a kind father
cannot be a very bad man. 1 never believed
you ill-disposed, Fielding."
"No, bless thee for it, and He will bless

thee. Ye ha' made me a christian ; the ways
o' the world made me an infidel long ago..A
man kindly treated, feels like a christian sir.'

" But we must give up resentments, now,

I see by your countenance you will soon meet

your God. Prepare, Fielding, for that greal
judgment."

"Yas, 1 know it will come soon, an' that ha

p changed me. But, indeed, Bir, I am aweary ol
the world. If it war not for her and the child
ren, I had gone years back."
"The christian religion always suppose?

poverty and suffering, James. Were all the
world sinless and happy, the atonement had
been useless."

" I can well believe thisn o' thee sir. If yei
were dumb an' blind, yer ban' would preach;
'tis the on'y sarmit as goes home to a hungry
man. Fine words be o' small account, But
when a rich parson, or a bishop or such, af

never gives, an' never suffers, tells starvin poor
fellows like me to bear their crosses, as the onlyroad to heaven, it looks like humbug sir..
If heaven is to be won by poverty.sartintly
n thing is so easy for 'em as to give all the ha
more than enow, to feed the hungry, an' comfortthe afflicted."

"Ah, James, this is bad grace in a dying
man. It is enough for every one to look tc

himself; to bear his own burden, and to know
that in the midst of trial, and sorrow, and suffering,he can have recourse to One who knew
them all on earth. This, surely, is fair comfort"

" If it be, sir. 'Tis at the point I am at now,
a man feels he must believe in some religion,
an' there is none so nat'i al like as our own. A
dyin' man is not a doubter. I wish I ha' beer
o' this way o' thinkin' long ago.'twould ha
made me content.an' a contented man is a

regular man, an' a regular man is a toilsome
man, an' a toilsome man is a thriving man

but when one begins in grumblin' one endwi'sorrow. Mary dear gi' me a drink. I feel
f.intish." The curate took the teapot from
the yearning and attentive wife's hand, and
the fevered patient, from the broken spout helc
to his mouth, drained the vessel greedily, till
the few leaves at the strainer whizzed wit!
their dryness. As he drank, Godfrey had ar

opportunity of observing his countenance..
"This man," said he to himself " was formed
for a lofty destiny, but w ith him ignorance haf
marred nature. When will man vindicate the
purposes of God to his fellows? When will
England provide education for all her people 1
As these thoughts passed rapidly through the
pastor's ndnd, the sick man spoke with a faintervoice, but with renewed energy : "thespiiil
war willing but th flesh war weak,' 'well, sir,
I know I am a dyin'. I war never a coward,
but I does fear death. 'Tis like a dark night
.there bo none about you but sperits."
" Keep your oyos Bteadily on your guiding

star' James. That light sufHccth."
" I bo'ieve sir. 0 Lord help my unbelief."
" Thank Heaven for those words," said the

curate; "and now, Fielding, since you are in
this good frame of mind, I must tell you one

thing that will lighten your last moments..
Old Mrs. Williams is getting too aged for the
parish school, and as she is to retire on a small
pension, I have secured the post for Mary. I
know she will All it well. This will keep the
wolf from the door, and I will look to the little
ones. So you see things are not so bad as you
expected. You will leave those dear to you
pretty middling off, and they will remain, underProvidence, to be a blossing to themselves
and (o their country."

(lit
JELLAHY.

"Thank God, thank God I My bouI is at
, peace now. She is provided for, and they, j
r too. Read to me, sir, please: 'twill rouse me (

up.I feel drowsyieh." ; I
i The curate opened his pocket Bible, and in a i

t sweet low voice read from the fourteenth to the t
i seventeenth of John. As be proceeded, the i

little boy peeped up from his straw, and suck- r

ed in the words. The sick man opened his i

stiffening lids from tin e to time, and murmur- 1
> ed a prayer from unparted motionless lips, |
which sounded strange and unearthly in the c

small chamber. The pale wife, with her in- t
fant daughter in her lap, wept silently; and 1
the little boy, Jemmy, was seated on one of t
the worn-out hassoeks, holding the candle, c
which was stuck in a bottle, for the good pas- 1
tor as he read. The other boy was gone of an c

errand for a neighbor. Night had set in, and t
a gentle breeze fanned the chamber through I
the opened door and pancless window. Peo- *

pie glided cautiously by, from time to time, r

urgeu oy puy or curiosity. a

After about an hour's stillness, the sick man i

stirred, then tried to sigh, but the groan died \

within him, and for a time he whispered : but t
nobody knew what he said. At length, after n

the curate had applied a few drops of moisture s
from an orange to his lips, he spoke audibly. a

I was dreaming, Mary, as we war happy i!
with God. The children had enow to eat; c

they give me my good name back agen; an' we n

war all very happy. After a pause,and much internalmuttering, ho resumed a perceptible spirit ^of energy, although his spent powers made him ^
scarcely audible. " Oh, Mr. Godfrey, if more

would, like thee, only come and see the poor, ^
and what they suffers I Tell the lads, sir, to ^
wait a bit.but to struggle on, for there is hope n
for the working man. An' bid the rich folks ^
consider the laborer, an' the parsons to be all ^like thee, an' England will be right. Mary, a ^
drink, dear; the heart is as dry as a cinder withinme." j 0

His wife brought him a liltle cold water, intowhich the curate squeezed some orange v
juice. i n" Mary! To our Father, I commit thee, girl, ^when 1 am gone. I am dead afore I am dead, ^leaving my Mary. Kiss my forehead, girl.
God bless thee! Comfort these little children,God! they be orphans now." ' ®

And he prayed inwardly. In that hour he 0

had no succor but prayer, and the rcmem- P
brance of any good he had done in his life.. a

The baby was crying on its mother's breast, c

and the cand'e trembled in the hands of the R

weeping boy who still held it. The wife was d
still and pale ; her heart was being rifted from ^
her. The curate had bent his knee in prayer, 0

- and comforted the dying and the desolate. t
jSound Doctkine..The following arguments,

in favor of advance payinonts for newspapers, c*

were advanced by the Ohio Editorial conven-
(lion, at its recent session:

41 What would you think of a farmer who
c

P had raised a thousand bushels of wheat, and
who should sell it to a thousand different personsscattered all over the State; and agree to ^
wait a year for his pay from each of them, and '

if one half of them did not pay at the end s

of the year, he should give them another bush- 1

el of wheat, and agree to wait another year for
his pay, and thus go on year after year? How
long would such a farmer escape bankruptcy?
probably not very much longer than publishersof newspapers who followed such a prnc- <

tice. It costs the editor of a weekly paper as

much, to supply a thousand subscribers with
it for one year as it costs a farmer to raise a

thousand bushels of wheat. The farmer sells
his grain in bulk, an?l either takes the cash or
a note, just as gx>d as cash upon delivery. The
editor cannot sell his thousand papers in bulk.
They are sold to a thousand different persons
living in different towns in the county, and
different counties in the State, and he must
wait until the end of the year before he can

get his payment, and then he depends wholly
upon the honesty and responsibility of the
subscribers, for it is impossib e that he should
knovt the character of all his sub-cribers. It
would not pay him to go around or send
around the county or State to collect his dues.
It would cost more than the collcctior s would
come to." I

; A "Fine Old Ruin "in Vikoinia..A cor1respondent communicates the follow ing, under
! the title of " A Sad Scene," to the Southern

Churchman of last week:
1 " A solitary traveler lately stopped his horse
by the roadside, near the source of Potomac

1 creek, in Stafford county, Virginia, and, fasten'ing his horse to a tree, proceeded to force his
way through a thicket of bushes and brambles
which surrounded the massive walls of 'old1
Potomac ctiurc.n,' rising in solemn m»jcsty

1 amid some giant forest trees, which the good
sense and piety of some honest farmer left as a

' beaoan to the taste of a generation that is no
1 more. It was a sad scene. There, within a

short di-.tance of several small frame-houses,
for worship, stood this magnificent old ruin, in
solitary grandeur, a memento of the past.

1 Washington, Madison, and Munroe, no doubt,
often trod its court", for it was on the d'rect

" route from their homes in youth and the capi1tol. Some master genius had planned and
built it, for even in its ruins it far surpasses all
other old country churches that we have seen

m Virginia, or indeed in any State. And it
may yetbe filled with eager worshippers, ifsome
pious hand could bo found to re-roof its mas-

sivw walls. Two thousand people could find
ample standmg room within its spacious courts,
whose magnificent arch a are exposed to the

^
combined effects of the weather, the frost, and

m

the outward pressure of a dissected roof."

Organized..The New York State Assembly
is organised at last, A resolution was adopted j
that a plurality of votes should suffice to elect
a Speaker, and then Mr. Alvord, the Democraticcandidate, was chosen to that office, and *

Mr. David L. Wilson", of the American party,
was elected Clerk. This was according to a

previous arrangement between the American j
and Democratic parties.
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Pkksbvxkance..The most common and
nost attractive manifestations of consistency of
;haracter proceed from those natures in whom
he affections are dominant. A striking eximplc,replete with that pathos which "lies
:oo deep for tears," is found in the story chron- jjj
cled by John oi Brompton, of the mother of i'i
fhoinas a Becket His father, Gilbert a Becket, j i

vas taken prisoner, during one of the Crusades,
>y a Syriau Emir, and held for a considerable
>eriod in a kind of honorable captivity. A"
laughter of the Emir saw him at her father's
able, heard him converse, fell in love with
lim, and offered to arrange the means by which
>oth might cscapo to Europe. The project
mly partly succeeded; he escaped, but she was
oft behind. Soon afterward, however, she
sontrived to eludo her attendants, and after
nany adventures by sea and land, arrived in
England, knowing but two English words,
1 London " and " Gilbert." By constantly
epeating the first, she was directed to the city,
ind there, followed by a mob, she walked for
nonths from street to street, cryiDg as Bhe'

vent, "Gilbert! Gilbert!" She at last came
o the street in which her lover lived; the
oob and the name attracted the attention of a
ervant in the house; Gilbert recognized her,
nd they were married. Wo doubt if any poet,
f even Chaucer, imaginative as he Was, ever

onceived sentiment in a form so vital and prijaryas it is realized in this fact

Prof. Aoassiz..Wecopy the following from
bo Paris letter in the Courrier des Etats
Jnis:
" The literary world is much occupied with

be magnificent offers made by the Einperor to
f. Agassiz, the celebrated naturalist, who is a
aturalized American, to induce him to accept
he chair of M. D. Orbigny in the museum of
be Jardin des Plantes. The sum of a hunredthousand francs as the salary of the office
nd a seat in the Senate, it is said have been
ffered to the illustrious and modest scholar to
vercome his refusal. Like the ancient sage,
rill the modern republican refuse these offers,
lore seducing than those of Artazerxcs? And w

rhich would do him most honor, his accepinceor his refusal t"

They have a new chimney in France, ioventdfor the consumption of wood, instead of
oal, by the Parisians. It consists of a mere

ipe, into which the logs of wood are thrown,
nd beneath which the fire is lighted. This
ontrivancc produces so much heat that the <

partmcnt is thoroughly warmed during the
ay, and at night the logs, completely charred,
mt not consumed, are withdrawn in the state
if charcoal, and will sell for doub'e the price of
he wood in its natural state. This chimney
s the invention of a Monsieur Renaud, and
nuch is expected from it on the score of econ>my.The same idea is being applied to steam,
ising coal, which turns to coke, as it works
rithout smoke or ashes of any kind, by means

if a revolving cylinder beneath the furnace.

Little Things..Springs are little things,
lut they are sources of large streams.a helm
s a little thing, but it governs the course of a
hip.a bridle bit is a little thing, but sec its
ise and power.nails and pegs are little thing",
>ut they hold parts of large buildings together
.a word, a look, a rrown, an arc nine uimgn,
mt powerful for good or cviL Think of this,
n<l mind the little things. Pay that little *
lebt.it's promised, redeem it.if it's a shilling,
land it over.you know not what important t

iTcnt hangs upon it Keep your word sacred- ' 1
y, keep it to the children, they will mark it
ooner than anybody else, and the effect will
irobahly bo as pasting as life. Mind little
hings.
A singular piece of information comes to us

irom France to the effect that the Government
>f Napoleon is about concluding a treaty v ith
he Sandwich Islands which will virtually
dace them under a French protectorate. The
mhject is one of especial interest to the people
>f this country, and will doubtless receive from
>ur Government all the attention it deserves.

Before marriage the man is very much struck
with the woman, and afterwards tho woman is

rery much struck by the man. Punch says It
s a striking piece of business all through.
Ex-Presip*nt FiLi.soHs.-It is a current rumor
n private circles, that Mr. Fillmore is about to
make a second marriage. The lady designated
is a resident of Albany." a widow fair".possessingin her own right, grace, fascination and I!
property.
Family ArrLicrios.-His Excellency, Thomas

Holliday Hicks, has been called from Annap- A
jlis to his residence at Cambridge, by the death
>f an infant.

Mr. R. W. Heywood, of Baltimore, has beon

(ranted a patent for an improvement in marinesfor planting away ice in rivers.

SrsciAL Election..The special election in
Washington county, Md., for a member of the
House of Delegates because of a tie vote, is to
akc place on the 8th of February.

|3F~ It is earnestly hoped and expected that ]
none of our city subscribers snd friends will j
neglect to sadist us in adopting the cash ays-

*

lem. Come one, come all, on or before the
Irst of February, and pay us sixty-fire cents .«

or three months subscription. If y<m can't
:ome yourselves, send it to us in some way or *.

>ther, for be assured we do not wish to stop Jn

ending the paper to any one of yon ; but if it
I not paid for, according to the plan adopted, \ lfi
t will not be delivered. We have no agents W

r collectors after this month.
"

j7 m7burke,"
BOOT AND SHOEMAKER, H

ITo. 607, Seventh street, Inland, Washington
City, D. C. .

P. 8..-Repairing done in the neat aad nbWtueru
t. k. gray,

FASHIONABLE TAILOR,
) Stint, on* door rest of National Intollxgeneer

Often, Wathinytm, D. O.
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